\ 


gros? 


tath 
er 
hayic ave 


A = 
7 
if 
@ 
| 
7 ap 
JO rf 
| A 
| 
FZ 
“go? ee € 
3% 
x 
te, % at t 
4 
2, 
¢. 4 omy a 
«% 
a 


Vol. LXIll 


A New Song of Gladness 


‘ta Is a new song of gladness in the 
earth this Christmas, all because a baby boy 
was born in Bethlehem over two thousand 
years ago. 

For thousands of years people bore heavy 
burdens of illness and poverty. Life for them 
was not happy and free as ours is today. 
Everyone worked very hard, even the little 
children. God sent Moses and many other 
good, wise men to earth to tell the people 
that the way to be happy was to obey His 
commandments. 

For a time they would remember and keep 
the commandments. Then they would forget 
and disobey, and their life would again be 
very hard. When they forgot God and His 
goodness, the people would quarrel and 
fight with one another, just as boys and girls, 
men and women do now. 

God saw how sad and unhappy the people 
were and told the prophet Isaiah to tell them 
that He would send them a savior. The peo- 
ple were not yet ready to turn from their evil 
ways, and there were many years of waiting. 

When the time was right, God spoke to 
Mary, a young woman in the little town of 
Nazareth, in Galilee, and told her that she 


was to be the mother of a Son whom she 
was to call Jesus. This Son, who is the Christ, 
was to be the Savior of the world. Mary’s 
heart was glad as she awaited the birth of 
her Son. Then came an order from the Ro- 
man governor that all the people should go 
to their own city to be enrolled. This meant 
that Mary and Joseph would have to go to 
Bethlehem in Judea. The way was long and 
hard, and when they reached the little town, 


they found it very crowded. The only place 


that they could find to stay was a stable, and 
in that stable the baby Jesus, the Savior of 
the world, was born. 

With His birth there came into the world 
a new song of gladness, a song so joyous that 
after nearly two thousand years we are still 
singing it. The angel chorus sang it to the 
shepherds as they watched their flocks sleep- 
ing on the Judean hillsides that night: 
“Glory to God in the highest, and on earth 


peace, good will toward men.” 
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Oh, Christmas is a time of year 
I love with all my heart; 

And best of all, I think I like 
The getting-ready part! 


We practice carols weeks ahead 
And mail some things away; 

I get to help sign Christmas cards 
And make the house look gay. 


We plan a program for our church 
And make some gifts at school. 

The postman brings us packages— 
We hide them; that’s our rule. 


We trim the Christmas tree, we cook, 
We wrap for all we’re worth; 

But best of all, we read once more 
Of baby Jesus’ birth! 
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Axel and the Tomte 


“N 

Ow that Sven and Helga have gone 
out to play, I will tell you about a Christmas 
custom our children love,” said Fru (Mrs.) 
Halvorson. 

Axel, who had recently arrived in Sweden, 
was sitting at the big kitchen table with Aunt 
Sena and her two older children, Leif and 
Anna. 

“Swedish folks used to believe that fairies 
lived in their country,” said Aunt Sena, smil- 
ing. “They thought mischievous elves hid in 
their barns, waiting to play tricks on them. 
So the people put food in the fields and the 
stables, hoping to keep the little fellows 
good-natured. Down through the years, we 
have stopped thinking that way; but our 
younger children like to believe that a jul 
tomte brings the presents at Christmas time.” 

“He’s really just an older boy, dressed 
like an elf,” added Anna. “Mor (Mother), 
why couldn’t Axel be the tomte this year?” 

Axel smiled at her eager expression. He 
liked all of the Halvorson family. Uncle 
Gunnar, who told stories about the vikings, 


Aunt Sena was baking 
spicy pastries. 
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By Alice Reel 


had a way of making the ancient seamen 
fairly come to life. Red-cheeked Aunt Sena 
bustled around the kitchen, baking spicy 
pastries and humming snatches of folk songs 
of far-northern countries. Right now, her 
blue eyes twinkled as they met Axel’s. 

“A tomte from America—why not?” She 
laughed. “You are about the size to make a 
fine elf.” 

Axel chuckled. “Well, for once, I’m glad 
I’m short,” he said. ‘Sure, I’d like to be the 
tomte.” 

Then he happened to glance at Leif, who 
was eleven, just Axel’s age. His cousin was 
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staring down at the tablecloth. He did not 
say, “I think it would be fun to let Axel be 
the tomte.” 

Leif, who usually brimmed over with en- 
thusiasm, did not say a word. 

Aunt Sena seemed unaware of his silence. 
“We have a tomte costume and a pointed 
cap and beard. Leif was going to be the 
tomte this year, but since you are our guest, 
you must take his place.” 

“The little children think that the tomte 
is hiding in our barn,” said Anna. “He must 
have a nice Christmas supper, or he might 
play a trick on us. He might upset a bucket 
of milk or chase a cow. We will let Sven and 
Helga put a dish of food in the stable for 

“How they love the tomte!” sighed Aunt 
Sena. “It will not be long before I shall have 
to tell them it is all pretend.” 

“It sounds like such fun that I feel sorry 
for Swedish children when they have to stop 


believing in the elf,” said Axel. “When did 
you find out about him, Leif?” 

“Mor told me when I was eight years old. 
But I still like to pretend that he is around 
our farm.” 

Right then and there Axel knew that Leif 
had looked forward to being the tomte this 
year. The eagerness in his voice told how 
much the old Swedish custom meant to him. 

Axel started to suggest that his cousin be 
the one to bring the gifts to the door on 
Christmas Eve. But the words just would 
not seem to come. The prospect of wearing 
an elfin costume and having excited children 
wait expectantly for him appealed to him as 
nothing ever had before. Surely, Leif would 
not care too much! 

Leif did not give him an opportunity to 
talk about it. Telling his mother he would 
return later in the day, Leif took his skis 
and went off by himself. 

The next day, however, he suggested that 
Axel go with him to locate a Christmas tree 
on the hill above the farm. The day before 
Christmas, Far (Father) would cut the tree 
and bring it home. 

As they walked out into the cold, brisk 
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The tomte scam 
toward the house. 
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air, Leif turned to Axel with a cheerful 
grin. “You will make a fine tomte,” he said. 
“The little children will never guess it is 
you.” 

From that time on things moved so fast 
that Axel had no time to wonder if Leif was 
still disappointed about the tomte. There 
was far too much to do. Armed with brooms 
and mops, the Halvorsons turned in to clean 
their house. Aunt Sena saw that each one did 
his share. 

“If anyone shirks, the tomte might forget 
to come,” she declared, laughing. “Then 
there would be no sled for Sven and no skis 
for our American cousin.” 

Returning her jolly smile, Axel washed a 
window and wiped it till it shone. Aunt Sena 
could make the most tiresome task seem 
pleasant! 

As the holiday drew nearer, preparations 
became more and more interesting. Aunt 
Sena announced it was baking time. She put 
everybody to work in the kitchen. Enjoying 
every minute of it, Axel put candy eyes in 
gingerbread men, cracked nuts, and watched 
Aunt Sena carry tempting trays into the store- 
room. 

On the afternoon before Christmas, Uncle 
Gunnar dragged a huge tree into the living 
room. 

“Far and I will trim the tree,” said Aunt 
Sena. “Axel, I want you to try on the tomte 
suit. Then you can hide it in the barn and 
have it ready for tonight. The little children 
are playing outside.” 

Axel squeezed into the quaint coat and 
trousers. Then he took little mincing steps 
around the room. 

“You are a tomte!’”’ she said. “You had 
better stay in Sweden and live in our barn.” 

Axel looked hopefully at Leif, who was 
putting a red candle on the fresh, green 
branches of the tree. “Well, Leif,” he in- 
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Thank You, God, — 


With time for std 
nd play. 


quired, “how do you think I look?” 

Leif fastened a beard behind Axel’s ears. 
“There, now you look fine!” He smiled. 
“Talk in a squeaky little voice, Axel.” 

Axel wondered if he could have been as 
generous had he been in Leif’s place. 

At five o’clock the Halvorsons were ready 
for Christmas. 

“Now, it is time for us to give the animals 
and birds their Christmas feast,” boomed 
Uncle Gunnar. “Axel, did your father tell 
you that Swedish folks share their Christmas 
with their livestock and pets? It is an old 
Swedish tradition. We do it because there 
were birds and farm animals near the manger 
when the Christ child was born.” 

Thinking it a fitting way to celebrate 
Christmas, Axel helped Sven give the cows 
and horses an extra feed, Helga fed the pets, 
and Uncle Gunnar tied a sheaf of grain to 
a pole. 

Trembling with excitement, Sven and 
Helga tiptoed out to the barn and left a 
dish of food for the tomte. In a short time 
they came running back to the house. “We 
heard footsteps!” they gasped. “Do you 

(Please turn to page 38) 
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PART SIX 


BY ALMA ROBISON HIGBEE 


Copyright 1956 by Alma Robison Highee 


What the Story Told Before 


The Arnetts—Mother and Daddy, Joyce, 
Jimmie, and Denny—were spending the 
summer in a cabin at Log Creek Landing. 
Daddy was an engineer, working on a flood- 
control project. 

The cabin was in a lovely spot on the river. 
Everyone was happy—that is, everyone ex- 
cept Joyce. She had not wanted to come, but 
she was determined to see the good in the 
new home and to learn to like it. 

Many surprises were coming to the Arnett 
family. One of the nicest ones was a new 
boat that they named The Swallow. 

The Heflins—Eric, Dee Ann, Edra, and 
Evan—were their nearest neighbors. They 
lived across the river. Edra was a little Ger- 
man girl who had come to live with the 
Heflins. Edra loved everybody. She explained 
love this way: “You make a hole, and 
through the hole, you gif to other people. 
Through the same hole, others gif back to 
you. If you make a little hole, you get little. 
You see? If you make a big hole, big you get 
back.” 

When the girls went to Joyce’s room, Edra 
picked up a small doll named Mimi. When 
she turned to Joyce, there were tears in her 
eyes. “She iss like my little Lisa doll that 
Tante Maria gave me when I was little,” she 
said. 


8 


Mrs. Arnett and Mrs. Heflin made plans 
for a Sunday school to be held in the Arnetts’ 
yard. 

When the Heflins rose to go, Joyce re- 
membered what Edra had said about giving 
to others through a little hole, and she 
thought: “I’m being selfish. I’m giving even 
my friendship through a hole too little to let 
much through.” She ran and placed Mimi in 
Edra’s hands. “I want you to have her, be- 
cause she’s like your Lisa doll,” she said. She 
had made the hole through which she gave 
to others a little bigger. 


THE PUPPY 


Tie ARNETTS planted their garden on Fri- 
day. Each of the children selected a small 
plot of ground for their own, and each was 
to be responsible for his own garden. Joyce 
was determined to watch out for weeds and 
pull them out as fast as they came up. 

It had been planned that the Sunday school 
would be held out in the grove in the Arnett 
yard, but it started raining Friday night, and 
the downpour lasted all day Saturday and 
through Saturday night. Sunday morning 
dawned dark and dreary, with rain falling 
in sheets, driven by a sharp wind. The Heflins 
were the first to arrive, wrapped in raincoats. 
With them were Peter and Anna, children of 
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Tony Arconi, the huckster who passed by 
every other day, taking his vegetables to the 
city market forty miles away. 

Next came Mr. and Mrs. Clay with their 
two children—Raymond, eleven, and Myrna, 
nine. They brought the five Diaz children— 
ranging from seven to thirteen—Reuben, 
Rachel, Lolita, Pedro, and Juan. 

Chairs were brought in, and Sunday school 
was held in the long living room of the cabin. 
The Sunday school was organized and of- 
ficers were elected. Mother taught the older 
children; Mrs. Heflin, the younger ones; and 
Daddy taught the adult class. Everyone 
seemed pleased with the morning’s work. 
Mother, Mrs. Heflin, and Mrs. Clay planned 
to take a day and call on other families along 
the river. After Sunday school was over, 
Mother served hot chocolate and cookies. 
Before the meeting broke up, they all stood 
and sang “God Be with You Till We Meet 
Again.” As Joyce stood in the door and 
watched her friends hurrying away in the 
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rain, she was filled with happiness. 

By late afternoon on Sunday, the river was 
beginning to rise. Daddy watched it anxious- 
ly and listened to radio reports that came at 
regular intervals. 

“We're on high ground here, compara- 
tively speaking,” he said. ‘But above here, 
up around Kinard, there’s real danger if it 
keeps raining.” 

Monday morning the river was wild. The 
yellow waters were racing and swirling, 
climbing steadily higher. By noon the radio 
reported plans for evacuating many families 
if the river reached flood stage, which it 
would do in a matter of hours if the rain 
kept up. 

“Our boat may come in handy,” Mother 
said that afternoon, as she stood at the win- 
dow. “If the waters get high, we can take it 
and help others.” 

“Hey, I'd like that,” Denny said. “When 
could we start?” 

Mother smiled. “Not until there’s a need,” 
she said. ‘‘And by that time, Daddy will be 
here.” 

“I’m not a bit afraid,” Joyce said, coming 
to stand beside Mother. “I keep remember- 
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ing the Sunday-school lesson we had last 
summer—where Jesus made the sea be still. 
If He can do that, He certainly can quiet a 
little old river.” 

“That's right,” Mother agreed. “We've 
nothing to fear as long as our heavenly 
Father keeps us in His care.” 

At three in the afternoon, the rain ceased 
and the clouds broke and began drifting 
away. Daddy came home, and the Arnetts 
walked down to the water’s edge, watching 
the yellow foam that rimmed the bank. * 

“Thank God, the people were not driven 
from their homes,” Daddy said. “The rain 
has slacked just in time. All of the upper 
bottoms are under water, but it will start to 
recede soon. One day, God willing, flood 
control will take care of this situation.” 

While they stood there, a rainbow laid 
its shining span against the last of the dark 
clouds in the east. “God’s promise,” Mother 
said. “Thank God for it.” 


The following morning was clear, and the 
world looked clean and new-washed. The 
water was still high and the current was 
swift, though the river had begun to fall. 
Joyce, Jimmie, and Denny walked down to 


Jimmy reached out 
and caught the 


stand on the bank, watching driftwood and 
tree limbs go by. Suddenly, Joyce, glancing 
upstream, saw something bobbing along. For 
a moment she could not tell what it was. 
She turned to Jimmie. “What is that coming 
down the river? It looks like a dog—a little 
black—— Oh, Jimmie, it is a puppy, and 
he’s going to drown.” 

“It’s a dog, all right,” Jimmie exclaimed. 
“He’s riding a board, looks like. Hey, he’s 
out of the swifter current. Maybe he’ll——” 

Even as Jimmie spoke, the board tilted, al- 
most went under, then righted itself. The 
puppy was still braced on it. 

“He'll pass here in a minute,” Joyce 
wailed, “and we've got to get him off. Do 
something, Jimmie! Denny, call Mother!” 

Joyce was running along the river’s bank, 
her brown curls bobbing in the wind. The 
board with its small burden seemed to be 
moving toward the shore. It veered back to- 
ward midstream; then it caught on a pile of 
driftwood that was thrown up around a wil- 
low snag that usually stood about four feet 
out in the water. Now, it was quite a distance 
from the shore. The board lodged with a jolt 


al 
a 
i 
n 
re 
h 
Jc 
d 
t 
a 
t! 
k 
Lie, D 
q 
oF 
~ Li = t 
10 Wee Wisdom L 


WA 


= 
== 
= 
= 


dom 


and teetered for a moment, and the puppy 
almost slipped off. He scrambled for a foot- 
ing and righted himself. 

Mother, hearing their voices, came run- 
ning to see what was the matter. 

“Mother, let me wade out and see if I can 
reach him.” Jimmie begged. “I think I can 
get him and bring him in.” 

“It’s too risky,” Mother said. “There 
might be holes washed out, and we can’t tell 
how deep it is out there.” 

“Mother, you have to do something,” 
Joyce pleaded. ‘He'll wash off and get 
drowned or go on down the river if the drift- 
wood breaks loose. What can we do?” 

Mother looked back at the boat, then up 
the river. “I used to row a boat when I was 
a girl,” she said. ‘Jimmie, you come with 
me, and we'll row along the edge. Perhaps 
we can reach him.” 

“No, Mother, no!” Denny ran to her, 
catching her arms. “You'll drown. Don’t 
go——” He was crying, clinging to her. 

Gently, Mother took his hands, holding 
them while she talked quietly. “Denny, I 
know how to row a boat. We must try to 
save the little dog, and I promise you we'll 
put on our life jackets and stay close to the 
shore where it’s not too dangerous.” 

Denny looked at her with tear-wet eyes. 
“You sure?” 

“Absolutely sure. You stay with Joyce 
now. We won't be long.” 

Soon she and Jimmie were in the boat, 
rowing carefully, keeping close to the bank, 
pointing out toward the driftwood, where 
the small dog still balanced on the narrow 
plank. Joyce watched first the boat and then 
the puppy, expecting every minute to see 
him slip off into the water and disappear. 

Cautiously, the boat was leaving the bank, 
pulling toward the driftwood. Jimmie started 
reaching, but he was far short of the puppy. 
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Dear Father-God, 


This is my prayer: 
Watch over 
Children everywhere. 


Joyce’s heart was pounding so she could 
scarcely breathe. Denny was crying again, 
and Joyce began praying, “Thank You, Fa- 
ther, for helping them!” 

Nearer the boat circled; nearer were Jim- 
mie’s reaching fingers; then he reached out 
and caught the puppy by the scruff of the 
neck and lifted him into the boat. 

“Thank you, God,” Joyce breathed, and 
she could no longer hold back tears. She was 
waiting when the boat docked. Reaching out, 
she caught the wet, trembling puppy in her 
arms. He made little whimpering noises in 
his throat, and a small pink tongue came 
out and licked her cheek. 

“Oh, Mother, he’s precious,” she said soft- 
ly. “May I—may we keep him?” 

“He’s too little,” Denny objected. “He 
looks like a wet mop.” 

“I think he’s a toy shepherd,” Mother 
said. “If no one claims him, you may keep 
him.” 

“Oh, thank you!” Joyce leaned her head 
against Mother's arm, and then followed her 
into the house. 

“What shall we call him?” Jimmie asked. 

(Please turn to page 29) 
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| om wired a pine cone into his wreath 
and held it up. “See my wreath!” he cried 
happily. “I’m going to show it to everybody 
in the block. Then they'll know Christmas is 
coming!” 

“Isn’t it kind of lopsided?” Johnny asked. 
Johnny was Timmy’s big brother. 

“It’s beautiful,” Mother agreed with 
Timmy. “I’m sure everybody will want to 
see it.” 

“Anyway, it smells good,” Johnny told 
Timmy. 

Bundled up in his new red snow suit and 
galoshes, Timmy walked down the steps, 
along the walk, and through the front gate. 
He held his wreath very carefully. Every 
third step he took a deep sniff. M-m-m-m. 
Mother was right. It was beautiful. And 
Johnny was right. It smelled like sunshine 
and warm rain and the waves slap-slapping 
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By Clady, Pahor Band 


the side of the boat at Grandpa’s summer 
cabin in the pinewoods. 

First, Timmy stopped at Aunt Sue’s house 
—next door. “See my Christmas wreath!” 
Timmy said. 

“How nicely you tied the red ribbon,” 
Aunt Sue said. That made Timmy smile. 

“I like your Christmas tree,” he told Aunt 
Sue. 

Next, he stopped at Mrs. Smith’s house. 

“Such fresh, green pine needles,” Mrs. 
Smith said. Timmy’s smile grew wider. 
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“I like your Christmas candle,” he told 
Mrs. Smith. 

Down the block Timmy went, wading 
through the snow to show his Christmas 
wreath. His smile grew wider and wider 
and wider, for everybody liked to hear that 
Christmas was coming to Timmy's house, 
too. Every house smelled spicy, with fruit 
cake and cookies. Windows, decorated with 
candles, ribbons, and glass balls, looked like 
pictures on Christmas cards. 

Then Timmy came to Mr. Hank’s gate. 
Timmy stopped. There were no footprints 
in the snow that covered Mr. Hank’s walk. 
There was no bright window. There was not 
even a light in the house, and the street 
lights were already on. Timmy swallowed 
hard and looked up the street at his own 
house. It was warm and bright at home and 
at all the other houses where he had stopped 


“Put it in your window, 
Mr. Hank,” Timmy said. 
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to show his lovely Christmas wreath. 

Then Timmy had a dreadful thought. Mr. 
Hank lived alone, so maybe he did not know 
Christmas was coming! 

Timmy opened Mr. Hank’s gate. He made 
footprints in the snow on Mr. Hank’s walk. 
He knocked on Mr. Hank’s door; then he 
waited and waited. Timmy's nose began to 
tingle with cold. He rubbed it with his red 
mitten and knocked again. 

Then Timmy heard footsteps. Next, the 
door opened very slowly; and Mr. Hank 
said, “What do you want, little boy?” 

Timmy stood on tiptoe so Mr. Hank could 
see his face. “I’m Timmy,” he said. ‘‘Re- 
member me? I live up there.’ He pointed up 
the block toward home. “I’ve come to tell 
you Christmas is coming.” 

(Please turn to page 39) 
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A Ride wie 


Words by Ovie Pedigo Tanner Music by Beth Tanner Olson 


wish that dear old San - ta Would take me 
like to help old San -ta Find all the 


like to drive his rein-deer, And sit by San-~ ta’s side. 
each one might be hap - py With Christ-mas books and toys. 
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A COLD NIGHT wind swept the Judean hill- 
side. The youngest shepherd, Jared, drew his 
ragged cloak more closely about his shiver- 
ing body. His sheep, all huddled together, 
lay sleeping quietly. On the ground near 
Jared sat other shepherds. As they had 
done on other nights, they talked about the 
weather, their flocks, and what was going 
on in near-by Bethlehem. 

“I hear there is not a place to sleep in the 
whole city of David,” said Reuben, eldest of 
the shepherds. 

Jared could believe that. All day the road 
below had been teeming with people, going 
to be counted so they could be taxed. 
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One of the shepherds stretched and 
yawned. It was strange, Jared thought, but 
he felt no weariness. Sometimes the nights 
seemed long as he watched for beasts that 
might attack the sheep. To stay awake while 
others slept in the city below him was often 
hard. But tonight he was gripped by a rest- 
lessness he could not explain. It was like his 
excitement the morning he was to go to the 
Temple for the first time. 

The shepherds stopped talking. Jared lay 
on his back, looking up at the stars. He lis- 
tened intently for any noise that might mean 
trouble for the sheep. But the night was 
strangely quiet. It was almost as if the hills 
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and black shadows waited for something. 
The silence made the young shepherd very 
lonely, even though there were shepherds 
and sheep all around him. Then the stars 
reminded him that God’s love is always with 
us, like the light from the sun and the stars. 

Suddenly, Jared saw a star that was larger 
and brighter than any he had ever seen be- 
fore. As the star grew in size and brilliance, 
Jared put his arm up to shield his eyes. He 
was about to waken the other shepherds 
when Reuben sprang up, shouting, “A sign! 
A sign!” 

Did Reuben mean that this was a sign of 
the Savior’s coming? Many times Jared had 
heard the story of how the prophet Isaiah 
had foretold the birth of a king. This king 
was to be greater than earthly kings. But 
Isaiah’s prophecy had been made hundreds 
of years earlier. Since then, people, burdened 
by war, want, suffering, and sorrow, had 
prayed for the coming of the Prince of Peace. 
But Isaiah’s promise had not been fulfilled. 
Perhaps it never would be, said many who 
had grown tired of watching and waiting. 

Jared’s teeth chattered with fear and ex- 
citement as a blinding light flooded the hill- 
side. When an angel of the Lord ap- 
peared, the shepherds flung themselves to 
the ground. Then the angel spoke, saying, 
“Be not afraid; for behold, I bring you 
good tidings of great joy which shall be to 
all the people: for there is born to you this 
day in the city of David a Savior, who is 
Christ the Lord.” 

The angel’s words filled the shepherds 
with joy and amazement. The Savior had 
come at last! All his fear forgotten, Jared 
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listened eagerly for whatever else the angel 
might say. 

The angel spoke again: ‘“‘And this és the 
sign unto you: Ye shall find a babe 
wrapped in swaddling clothes, and lying in 
a manger.” 

All at once there was a whole chorus of 
angels. As glorious waves of melody swept 
across the hillside, Jared felt as if he had 
been lifted almost to the stars. Praising God, 
the angels sang: ‘Glory to God in the high- 
est, and on earth peace among men in whom 
he is well pleased.” 

After the singing came silence. The angels 
disappeared. Some of the radiance went with 
them, but there was still a glorious light from 
the great star. Dazed and awed, Jared sat up 
and looked questioningly at the other shep- 
herds. He hardly knew whether there had 
been angels and music or whether he had 
dreamed about them. 

We, too, would be puzzled if an angel ap- 
peared to us. Today, God does not send 
angels with wings and white robes, but He 
does send His messages. Each time some- 
thing inside us tells us to smile at a stranger, 
to help with things that need doing around 
home, or to be kind to a lonely person, it 
is God’s messenger, telling us what is right 
and good. 

As soon as the angels went away, the shep- 
herds said to one another, “Let us go to 
Bethlehem and see this thing that has hap- 
pened, which the Lord has made known to 
us.” 

Jared hesitated. Someone should watch 
the sheep. To leave a flock unguarded and 

(Please turn to page 30) 
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Christmas 


BY JUDY KAY OWEN (11 years) 
Wabash, Ind. 


I like Christmas, for it brings lots of joy; 

Little children are happy over every Christ- 
mas toy. 

And on this night so long ago 

A child was born in a manger low. 

The angels sang on this wonderful night; 

And around them shone a holy light. 


Winter 


BY LINNEA OLSON (10 years) 
Lake Park, Minn. 


Winter is for skiing 
And riding in a sleigh; 
Winter is for snow men; 
Winter is for play. 


Winter is for ice skating; 
Winter is for me. 

Winter will be fun, 1 know! 
You just wait and see. 


A Happy Time 


BY RICHARD McCLINTOCK (10 years) 
Drexel Hill, Pa. 


Christmas is a happy time; 

People sing, and glad bells chime. 
Songs are different, every one; 
And everybody who sings has fun. 
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Christmas Recipe 


BY GAY DOWLING (10 years) 
Hollywood, Fla. 


A pound of fun 
And a pound of joy 
Make a nice present 
For a girl or boy. 


A cup of goodness 
And a cup of love 
Really are gifts 
From heaven above. 


A pinch of holly 

And a pinch of pine— 
Now, we know 

It’s Christmas time. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and poems. Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for May, send it now. 

How to prepare it: Write plainly. Give your 
name, address, and age. Inclose a note from 
a parent or teacher assuring us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work published: Any reader 
under thirteen years of age who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 

ear. 
e regret that we cannot return unused con- 
tributions. 
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The Christmas Poem 


BY NANCY HARTWELL (9 years) 
Tampa, Fla. 


God chose Mary to bear the Baby, 
For she had no sin. 
When she and Joseph got to Bethlehem, 


There was no room at the inn. 


Christ was born in a stable 
And lay on some hay. 

He had a ring above His head 
A bright array. 


Some shepherds—on that long-ago date— 
Were watching their flocks by night 

When out of the heavens came an angel 
And a glorious light. 


The angel told them where 
The newborn King was laid. 

So the shepherds hurried to the spot 
And there their homage paid. 


Three Wise Men searched the sky one night 
And came across a brand-new Star. 

"A King!” they said, 
So they started from afar. 


Myrrh, frankincense, and gold 
Were the gifts beside Him laid. 
They bowed their heads, 
And then they prayed. 


Christmas Trees 


BY JOYCE HOWLAND (9 years) 
Corvallis, Ore. 


People are as busy as bees, 

Carrying home their Christmas trees, 
Putting on their pretty lights 

And decorations very bright. 
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Christine’s Christmas 


BY PATRICIA ROLAN (11 years) 
San Diego, Calif. 


Christmas vacation was just starting when 
Christine went out to play one morning. To 
her surprise, no one was out. She looked for 
a while; then she heard loud talking and 
laughing. It came from her friend Carol's 
house. 

The neighborhood children were decorat- 
ing a big Christmas tree. Christine knocked 
on the door. Everyone turned, smiled, and 
called, “Come on in.” 

They were all talking and laughing. Some- 
one asked Christine what color Christmas 
tree she was going to have. 

Christine looked up and said, “We aren’t 
going to have one.” 

Everyone stopped what they were doing 
and looked surprised. Then someone asked, 
“Why ?” 

Christine explained that her father’s shoe 
business had not been going very well and 
that it was hard to stretch the money to meet 
their needs. 

Soon it was lunch time. Christine’s mother 
called her. She said good-by and left. 

When she had gone, the girls stopped 
what they were doing and held a meeting. 
They decided that each one of them would 
work and earn as much money as she could. 
Next week they would meet at Carol’s house. 
Then they would go out and buy a Christmas 
tree for Christine and her family. 

And so it happened that on Christmas Eve 
all of the girls came to Christine's house 
with a big tree. When Christine opened the 
door and saw the big tree, she began to jump 
up and down for joy. 

On Christmas Eve, at Christine’s house, all 
had popcorn, and they decorated the Christ- 
mas tree. And Christine had the happiest 
Christmas she had ever had! 
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Eadie 


B OBB, tired and sleepy, stood outside his 
bedroom door. Toys were scattered right and 
left across the bedroom floor. He knew he 
was supposed to pick up every toy himself 
and put them in his toy box—his books upon 
a shelf. “I'll pick them up tomorrow; that’s 
soon enough,” he said, and tiptoed carefully 
toward his soft, warm little bed. 

His windup train was off the track; his 
truck was upside down; building blocks were 
everywhere; a horse stood on his clown. 
Bobby took a step—squeak-squeak! He 
stopped in one quick skid. He had stepped 
right on his rubber mouse. It slipped, and 
down he slid. He landed on a storybook so 
hard he hollered, “Ow!” Then, pushing toys 
out of his way, he reached his bed somehow. 
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Copyright 1956 by Georgia Tucker Smith 


A Read-Aloud Story in Rhymed Prose 


“It’s all my fault,” thought Bobby. 
‘Mother has always said, ‘Now, Bobby, put 
your toys away before you go to bed.’ I guess 
she meant it when she said, ‘Right there 
they're going to stay till you decide to pick 
them up and put them all away.’ 

He couldn't find a place to kneel and say 
his bedtime prayer until he pushed some 
toys aside, and then he knelt with care. He 
talked to God as soon as he was safely on 
his knees, but halfway through his prayer, he 
stopped and said, “Excuse me, please. The 
toy I always sleep with, my big, brown cuddly 
bear—you know the one I mean, God—he’s 
with my toys somewhere. Excuse me; I'll go 
find him.” He moved toys left and right; he 
looked inside the closet. The bear was not in 
sight. 

He sighed, then knelt and bowed his head! 
“God, here I am again. Bless my family, my 
friends, and me, too, God. Amen.” 

He tossed and turned. He thought, “T'll 
pick my toys up from now on.” 

But when he awoke next morning, he 
looked—AND THEY WERE GONE! He rushed 
straight to the toy box, but not a toy was 
there. He looked in drawers, on closet 
shelves—no toys were anywhere. He hurried 
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to his mother. “Where are my toys?’ he 
cried. “They should be in my toy box, but 
they’re not! I looked inside.” 

“Your toys?” she said. “You were sup- 
posed to put them all away. If you can’t find 
them, we will think of some nice games to 
play. Dear me,” she said, “to lose your toys 
is really quite a loss. Know what you're go- 
ing to do today? Talk with Santa Claus! He’s 
down at Martin’s store, you know. Christmas 
is almost here. You'll have a chance to tell 
him what you want for Christmas, dear.” 

“I want my old toys most of all,” said 
Bobby with a frown. 

But soon, beside his mother, he was on 
his way to town. Straight they went to Toy- 
land—what a happy sight to see. Santa took 
the children one by one upon his knee. 
Santa’s tummy was so big there was but little 
space. Santa’s smile was big, too—it stretched 
across his face. “Have you been a good boy, 
Bobby?” was the first thing Santa said. 

“Not very good,” said Bobby as he sighed 
and shook his head. “I never put my toys 
away, and Mother says I should. Now I can’t 
find them anywhere. I guess they're gone for 
good.” 


aN 

a yp 


E.0.Eadie 


December, 1956 


“If you don’t like them well enough to 
care for them, dear me,” said Santa as he 
shook his head. He paused. “Now, let me 
see. How about some new toys? Would you 
put them all away when you're through play- 
ing with them? Bobby, what do you say?” 

“There’s only one new toy I want—a big 
erector set,” said Bobby. “I'll take care of it; 
I'm sure I won't forget. Could you bring my 
old toys back?” He looked in Santa’s face. 
“Especially my Brownie Bear. No other toy 
could take his place.” 

Santa patted Bobby’s back and set him on 
his feet, and soon, he and his mother joined 
the crowd down on the street. When he got 
home, he realized he must amuse himself. 
He found a few books he, one day, had put 
back on the shelf. His mother read him 
stories, but somehow things weren't the 
same. He thought he simply couldn’t wait 
till Christmas finally came. 


_ ee morning he awoke and rushed 
down to the tree, all sparkly bright and 
silvery—a lovely sight to see. Then he saw 
his toy box! What was it doing there? He 
opened it, and right on top was cuddly 
Brownie Bear! He took him gently from the 
box and hugged him to his heart. “I’m glad 
you're back,” said Bobby. “We'll never, 
never part.” 

“I promised Santa I'd take care of you and 
all my toys, and Santa Claus is awfully good 
to little girls and boys.” He picked up his 
erector set and smiled a happy smile; then, 
with his bear beside him, sat down to play 
awhile. 

He played with every toy he had; then 
picked up every one. “I'll play I’m putting 
them to bed,” he thought. “That will be 
fun.” He put them in his toy box, as he was 
supposed to do, which not only made him 
happy, but made Mother happy, too. 
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awake each morning ‘hove a 


I try to let Christ’s love shine through 
me. ® God works through me to make 
others happy just as He worked 
through Jesus. 


I trust God in everything. ®" When I 
pray, I ask for His guidance. I know He 
wants only good for all His children. 


God's will for everyone is health. 
Whenever I see or hear of anyone who 
is not well, I remember to think about 
God's power to make him well. 


Thy will be done, Father. # [ know that 
You want only health and happiness 
for me. I want to do what You want me 
to do. 


God needs me. ® No one else can do 
just what God wants me to do. He 
needs my mind, my hands, and my 
love. 


“Christ is born in me this day.” ® This 
day before Christmas, I keep my mind 
on the love of. Jesus Christ. I feel His 
love shining through me for everyone | 
meet. 


God's spirit of love in me guides me 
each day. ® | shall make my new year 
a happy one by obeying His law of 
love and kindness every day. 


With God’s help, I can do everything] 
am asked to do. = | know that God's 
way is best for me, and I shall keep 
busy and happy through this holiday} 
season. 


I am strong and healthy and happy. 
I give my body good food, exercise, 
and rest; and God gives me strength 
and joy. 


Father, help me to make and keep new 
friends. ®= Show me how to see the good 
in everyone | meet. Let others see your 
friendliness in me. 


God is guiding me, and all is well. 
If I have something new to learn, I try, 
knowing that God is helping me. Each 
day I grow in mind and body. 


Today I will be joyous, enthusiastic, 
and grateful. # I will do my work will 
ingly, gladly, and well. 


God‘s good law of order and happi- 
ness is at work in my life. # As | am 
orderly and happy, | bring order and 
happiness to others. 


Thank You, God, for Christmas Day 
Today the whole world is filled with 
love and happiness. Bless all people— 
everywhere. 


I am free to learn and grow. ® Nothing 
can hold me back, because God has 
given me the power to do and to be 
what He wants me to do and be. 
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Teach me how to pray, Father. ® Teach 
me how to be quiet so I can hear Your 
voice. Help me to know that You are al- 
ways with me, at work and at play. 


I keep my mind on the Truth that I am 
a child of God, fearless, free, and 
strong. ® | am happy because | know 
God is with me. 


I have time to do all that I need to do. 
Everything I have to do during this holi- 
day season can be done well. God 
helps me to use my time wisely. 


I will look for the lesson in whatever 
happens. ® The whole world is a 
school, and every experience teaches 


“me something. God gives the answer 


to every problem. 


I thank You, God, that Iam young and 
strong. ® Teach me how to keep my- 
self healthy and happy, as a child of 
God should be. 


I love everyone, and everyone loves 
me. ® This is Jesus Christ's spirit of love 
in us, and it brings happiness to all of 
us. 


Thank You, God, for the spirit of Christ- 
mas. ® Thank You for the love and hap- 
piness that Christmas brings. Help me 
to make every day as love-filled as 
Christmas. 


The Christ Spirit lives in me. ® The 
same mind, the same life, the same 
strength, the same love that was in 
Christ Jesus are in me; and I am happy 
and free. 


Wherever I go, God goes with me. 
Whatever I do, He gives me courage. 
Because God is with me, I am not 
afraid anywhere in His good world. 


I am a child of the King. ® [ am rich in 
everything I need to make me happy. 

I ask God to show me how to use what © 
I have wisely. 


I am patient, calm, and happy, be- 
cause God dwells within me. * When- 
ever I do not know what to do, I turn to 
God in prayer, and He sets everything 
right. 


God loves me and forgives all my mis- 
takes. ® He never stops loving me, no 
matter what I do. Knowing this, helps 
me to do what is right. 


“God is my help in every need; 


God does my every hunger feed; 

God dwells within me, guides my way 

Through every moment, night ond 
day.” 


Thank You, Father, for peace on earth. 
Help me to do my part to make my 
world more peaceful by showing more 
good will, love, and understanding to- 
ward others. 


I believe that my good comes to me 
from God. ® Since my good comes from 
God, no one can take it away from me. 
I am happy in His goodness. 


I have faith in God and faith in myself. 
With God's help, I can be better and 
happier this new year than I was last 
year. 


Dear Boys and Girls: 

Loving and giving! These are the good 
words to think about for the month of De- 
cember. Why? Because God so loved us that 
He gave us His Son, Jesus, to help us under- 
stand that He is love and that He is here 
now. 

We celebrate the birthday of Jesus by fol- 
lowing His teachings, not only during His 
birthday month, but during every day of 
every month. We follow His teachings by 
being loving toward all persons and by ex- 


pressing this love through our thoughts, 
words, and deeds. 

Let us wrap each gift we give with kind, 
loving thoughts about all those who have 
helped to make the gift possible and about 
the person who will receive the gift. 

If you are not already a member of the 
Good Words Booster Club, we invite you 
to write to Barbara Benson, WEE WIspoM, 
Lee’s Summit, Missouri, and ask for an ap- 
plication form. 

Joyfully and lovingly, 
BARBARA BENSON, Secretary. 


Dear Barbara: | have been trying to be a 
good Booster. Each day I make beds, do 
dishes, and help take care of my baby sister. 
Also, I wash and iron clothes, dust, and 
scrub floors and walls. I enjoy helping my 
mother and father. Sometimes I would rather 
do something else, but I remember that I am 
a Booster; and so I do what my mother says, 
and I am always glad I did. 

Also, I help others. Last night, when my 
dishes were finished and my mother had 
nothing for me to do, I asked our next-door 
neighbor if she needed any help. She said 
she did, so I swept the floor and did other 
jobs for her. I am really trying to follow the 
rules and pledge of the Good Words Booster 
Club. —LINDA 
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= Thank you, Linda, for your very good let- 
ter. When we work with God by being lov- 
ing and helpful, there is no end to the good 
we can do—and no end to the joy that we 


feel. 


Dear Barbara: You can’t imagine how 
thrilled I was to receive your very interesting 
letter and the application form! I am eagerly 
looking forward to becoming a Booster mem- 
ber. 

I have found WEE WiIspoo to be the very 
best magazine for children. It contains so 
many interesting things that we may do. 

I learned The Prayer of Faith when I first 
started reading this wonderful magazine, and 
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I have found that it helps me in many ways. 
At school I repeat the prayer before going 
into an examination room and, sometimes, 
during the examination, too. 

I will try to keep the rules of the Good 
Words Booster Club and become a sincere 
member. —MCDONALD (Bermuda) 


=» We are proud and glad, McDonald, to 
welcome you into our Good Words Booster 


Club. 


Dear Barbara: Somebody loaned my father a 
copy of WEE Wispom, a very old one. My 
father praised it. I have been learning Eng- 
lish for some time. So, with my father’s help, 
I translated it. 

I enjoyed the letters of the Good Words 
Booster Club page. I am only ten, but I 
should like to be cheerful and helpful, too. 
I want to be a true Booster and to speak only 
good words. 

I send my greetings to the Boosters and to 
all American boys and girls. 

—CSEPREGI (Hungary) 


® And we send you our love and blessings, 
Csepregi, as we send you an application form 
that invites you to join our Good Words 
Booster Club. 


Dear Barbara: The Good Words Booster 
Club has helped me a lot. A couple of days 
ago, my mother and sister were not feeling 
well, and I was the only one left to do the 
dishes. 

I do not like to do dishes, but I knew I 
must do them. Then I remembered the first 
line of The Prayer of Faith, “God is my help 
in every need.” I asked God to help me enjoy 
doing the dishes so that when the next time 
came, I would not try to get out of doing 
them. When the next time did come, I was 
ready and willing to do them; and I really 
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did enjoy doing them. 


— JANE 


= Thank you, Jane, for sharing with us your 
way of letting God help you to give your 
gift of service in a happy, loving way. 


Dear Barbara: | want to say that since I have 
learned The Prayer of Faith, it certainly has 
helped me. The prayer has taught me to call 
on God when I have a need. Several times 
I’ve needed God in very special ways, and 
God is always there. —LEE 
= We are glad to know, Lee, that you are 
proving that The Prayer of Faith is true. God 
is our help in every need, but we must re- 
member, as you did, to turn to God with our 


thoughts and words so that God can help us. 


PEN PALS 


This column gives our readers (under 13 
years of age) an opportunity to know one 
another better. Among the names printed 
here we hope you will find the pen pal you 
have been looking for. We especially invite 
our foreign readers to send in their names. 


Linda Stonis (11), 2424 Midland Ave., Syracuse 
5, N.Y.; Sharon Luck (11), Rte. 1, Tipton, Mich.; 
David Prochaska (8), Prague, Nebr.; Pamela 
Davis (8), 8003 Cypress, Fontana, Calif.; Karlyn 
May Emel (9), Brewster, Kans.; Margie Rae Bor- 
den (9), 14 Victoria St., Glace Bay, N.S., Canada; 
Bryn Carol Highfill (10), 207 S. B St., Lompoc, 
Calif.; Wanda Miller (10), Box 492, Weinert, 
Tex.; Csepregi Lacika (10), II Martirok-u 60 III 
3, Budapest, Hungary; Jane Land (11), 633 Wol- 
cott St., West Bend, Wis.; Ruth Patton (11), 
3000 S. Washington, Tacoma, Wash.; Andrew 
Isaacs (11), 9a Cargill, Halfway Tree P.O., St. 
Andrew, Jamaica, British West Indies; McDonald 
White (11), Harris Bay, Bermuda; Kathie Stamm 
(12), Box 116, McConnell, Ill.; Gail Johnson 
(12), 1801 Stadium Dr., Winston-Salem, N.C. ; 
Diane Messer (12), Union, Maine; Margaret 
Smedley (12), 96 Holtlands Dr., Alvaslon, Derby- 
shire, England; Gillian Evans (12), 3 Hukanui 
Cres., Herne Bay W.J., Auckland, New Zealand. 


25 


Ss, 
e 
t 
yu 
p- 
y. 
1e 
WwW 
ly 
ry 
sO 
rst 
nd 
om 


SNOW PUZZLE 


BY ADELAIDE BROOKINS 


Each dash is for a letter and when added to 
snow will complete a word. 
Can you name the different SNOW 


this is fun to throw 

this is fun to make 

shut in by snow 

caused by the glare of snow 
it has drooping white flowers 
the snow that comes down 
feathery crystal of snow 
used for removing snow 

a steep slope of snow 

a heavy fall of snow 
covered with snow 


a kind of bird 


BUILD WORDS 


BY LEOLA MITTELBACH 


Make a new word or phrase by joining a 
word from the first column with a word 
from the second column. The first part of 
each word is an animal. 


Slip 
Hair 
Tail 
Call 
Wood 
Back 
Ears 
Lily 


Cow 
Dog 
Tiger 

Ox 
Horse 
Cat 
Camel 
Elephant 
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Answers on Page 31 


MY CHRISTMAS CARD TO 
ALL PUZZLE FANS 


BY ELSIE S. LINDGREN 


(A happy thought for this time of year hides 
in the letters you'll find here!) 


First is in antler, not reindeer. 


(Please to leave a little space here.) 


Next in many, not in all; 
Third in house, but not in hall; 
Fourth in dinner, not in dine; 
Fifth in fir, and not in pine; 
Sixth in joy, and not in John. 


(Another space—but do go on!) 


Seventh in ce, but not in s/zp; 
Eighth in sleigh, but not in trip; 
Ninth in greet, but not in hail; 
Tenth in g7ft and also mail ; 

Next in szow, and not in flake; 
Twelfth in frosting, not in cake; 
Next in modern, not in guaint; 
Fourteenth’s in Santa, also in saint; 
Last in fo/ks—not in one or two. 


The whole is my wish for all of you! 


GUESS THE ANSWER 


BY IDA M. PARDUE 


A bank that shrinks when days are sunny— 
One in which you can’t save money; 
Never warm—always cold— 
Only grows a few months old. 

What kind is it? 
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NIGHT BEFORE CHRISTMAS 
BY ADELAIDE BROOKINS 


When candles shine all down the street, 
Children come, singing carols 

Homes are hung with sprays of holly; 
All are merry—all are 

A Christmas tree with tinsel gay 

Holds gifts for all on Christmas - - -. 
Children hang stockings in a row; 

Santa will fill them to the - - -. 

When evening prayers have all been said, 
Good little children go to - - -. 

Then comes the sound of reindeer’s feet, 
With Santa on the driver's - - - -! 


RIDDLES 
SENT IN BY ROGER MATTHEWS 


1. Why is a lost umbrella as good as new 
when it is found? 

2. Why doesn’t a boy named Timothy 
mind his baby sister? 

3. What is the coldest place in the 
theater ? 

4, Why has the telephone company de- 
cided not to use poles any longer? 

5. What is the difference between a race 
horse and an engineer? 

6. How would you punctuate this sen- 
tence? 

I saw a dollar bill on the sidewalk 


CHRISTMAS MAZE 
BY LUCY HAMILTON 
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Can you help Santa find the way to this 
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of Helper 


I’m Jingle, the elf, I am glad to tell! 

I was born, they say, in a jingle bell! 
I’m little and nimble and jolly, oh, 

And my cheeks are redder than holly, oh! 


I curry young Rudolph and rouge his 
nose; 

I shine the sleigh till it gleams and glows! 

I give rubber toys their jolly squeak, 

And tenderly color the dolly’s cheek! 
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When Santa sets off on his Christmas trip, 
I sit at his side, and I crack the whip 
Until he exclaims with a merry, “Whoa! 
Our first stop, please, is Ontario!” 


I’m Jingle, the elf! I am gay and spry! 
From toe to tassel, I’m two feet high! 
I work and I sing and I whistle, oh, 
And my heart is as merry as mistletoe! 
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Log Creek Landing 


(Continued from page 11) 


“We might call him Noah,” Denny sug- 
gested, ‘‘because he came through the flood.” 

“We want a cute name,” Joyce objected. 

Mother put a bowl of milk on the floor, 
and the puppy began lapping. Suddenly, he 
put his foot in the bowl and turned it over, 
spilling the milk on the clean floor. 

“This is his first lesson in being tidy,” 
Mother said. Taking a folded paper, she 
smacked it across her hand while she scolded 
him. She wiped the floor, spread a news- 
paper, put the bowl on it, and poured more 
milk. The puppy drank his fill, and Joyce 
picked him up to hold him. 

“I have a name for him,” Jimmie said. 
“Let’s call him Panky.” 

“Why Panky?’ Joyce asked. 

Jimmie pondered a moment then said: 
“Little Hanky Panky got a little spanky 

When he spilled his breakfast on the 
kitchen floor. 

Now he cuts a caper, eating on a folded 
paper, 

And Panky doesn’t get a spanky any more.” 

They all had a good laugh and agreed 
that Panky was a good name for the puppy. 

When Daddy came home, he was sur- 
prised to hear about the river rescue, and he 
was much impressed. “I’m glad you found 
him,” he said. “Dogs are good swimmers; 
but he’s pretty small, and I guess he was 
scared. No telling where he came from or 
how he got on the plank.” 


Joyce was holding Panky in her arms. 
“Daddy, I'll always love the river, because 
it’s given us so many lovely things: first, the 
little ducks; then, our friends; and now, our 
precious Panky. I'll hate to leave the river 
when we have to go.” 
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Christmas 


By Iris Lane Franklin 


Christmas is for mistletoe, 
Evergreens, and holly; 

Christmas is for Santa Claus, 
Red and fat and jolly. 


Christmas is for hearts to love 
And voices to sing, 

For on that day in Bethlehem 
Was born the Christ, our King. 


Suddenly, she was remembering what Edra 
had said about giving. She had made a big 
hole when she gave her doll away. God had 
given her the puppy through the hole. 

Daddy looked at Mother, and they both 
smiled. “Shall we tell them a secret, Clare?” 
He turned to Joyce. “We bought this place, 
honey. I'll be on this river work for a year 
or two. After that, we'll keep it for a summer 
vacation place. We'll always leave it ready 
to come back to when warm weather comes.” 

“Oh, boy,” Jimmie cried. “I kept think- 
ing how nice it would be if this belonged to 
us, and it does. Good thoughts bring good 
things. I'll always remember that.” 

“I like it here, too,” Denny said happily. 
“The river's a nice place to be.” 

“It can be dangerous,” Daddy said, “but it 
can be kind also. It brings water to the bot- 
tom lands to make crops grow; it furnishes 
water for stock; and it provides drinking 
water after it has been purified. Someday we 
will make it safe, through flood control, and 
then it will be more useful than ever.” 

Panky put his little nose against Joyce's 
chin and whined. She held him close and 
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patted his curly head. Somewhere, she had 
read about the place at the end of the rain- 
bow where dreams came true. All of her 
dreams had come true at the foot of the rain- 
bow over the river. 


(The end) 


Shepherds, Angels, and a Babe 


(Continued from page 17) 


at the mercy of wild beasts or robbers was 
a terrible thing to do. Then the words of the 
angel who had promised peace came back 
to him. Surely, with the bright star standing 
guard, no harm could come to the sheep. 
And the angel must have meant for him to 
go to the manger. If not, why had the angels 
come? Jared was not sure what the angel’s 
words had meant, but he was ready to trust 
God and to follow. So he decided to go with 
the other shepherds. 

When Luke tells us about the shepherds’ 
leaving the sheep, he is not saying we should 
quit in the middle of tasks given to us. But 
we should never forget to do the loving, 
thoughtful things God wants us to do. Some- 
times we get so busy with school lessons and 
things we do outside of school—such as play- 
ing games and watching television—that we 
forget that God’s commandments should be 
followed wherever we are, whatever we are 
doing. 

As the shepherds hurried down the hill- 
side, the star lighted their way. On the road 
a caravan of camels swayed silently past 
them. Jared wondered how he and the other 
shepherds would know where to find the 
Babe when they got to Bethlehem. After all, 
there were many stables, and there must be 
many babies. But the star seemed to be guid- 
ing them. 

In the white-walled town, the streets were 
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empty. The shepherds wondered how people 
could sleep on such a night. Hadn’t they seen 
the star? 

“There is a light in that inn just ahead,” 
said one of the shepherds. “Let us ask about 
the Babe.” 

“No,” answered Reuben. “The angel said 
He would be in a manger. That means we 
must seek a stable.” 

For a child who was to become the Savior 
to be born in a stable did not seem right to 
Jared. But just then he saw the star hanging 
low over a stable. His heart thumped hard. 
It did not seem possible that in a minute or 
two he would be in the presence of the long- 
awaited Savior. Crossing the courtyard, Jared 
saw several richly adorned camels. Perhaps 
the men to whom the camels belonged had 
also heard the angels and were already visit- 
ing the Babe. They would be wearing fine 
clothing. Would the parents of the Babe let 
the poorly dressed shepherds enter to see 
the Savior? Jared’s footsteps faltered. 

As they came to the entrance to the stable, 
they saw a dark-haired man with kindly eyes 
and a sweet-faced woman. A small, thin 
donkey sniffed curiously at the shepherds. 
In the manger Jared saw a Baby, wrapped in 
swaddling clothes. Here in one of the hum- 
blest beds in all the world lay the Child who 
would save the world. 

“The Savior!” Reuben said reverently. 

“About whom the angels sang,” added 
another of the shepherds. 

When Mary looked up as if surprised, the 
shepherds breathlessly repeated what they 
had seen and heard on the hillside. When 
they had finished, Mary was silent, ponder- 
ing in her heart what the shepherds had told 
her. 

Having seen the Babe, the shepherds 
started back to their flocks. They remembered 
that when good things come to us, we should 
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thank our heavenly Father. So they glorified 
and praised God. As they went up the hill- 
side, Jared kept hearing the words “peace 
among men.” He wanted to live in a way 
that would help bring to the world peace. 
In his ears, the music that had seemed to 
lift him to the stars still echoed. He marveled 
that God should have given His message to 
humble shepherds. 

But that is God’s way. He does not speak 
only to people in a special place or to people 
of a certain color or church. He sends 
thoughts as angel messengers to each of us. 
When we listen, we hear His message—not 
just once a year on Christmas Day, but every 
day. 


Answers to Puzzles 


Snow Puzzle 

1. Snowball. 2. Snow man. 3. Snowbound. 4. Snow- 
blind. 5. Snowdrop. 6. Snowfall. 7. Snowflake. 
8. Snowplow. 9. Snowbank. 10. Snowstorm. 
11. Snow-clad. 12. Snowbird. 


Build W ords 


1, Cowslip. 2. Horsehair. 3. Oxtail. 4. Catcall. 
5. Dogwood. 6. Camel back. 7. Elephant ears. 
8. Tiger lily. 


My Christmas Card to All Puzzle Fans 
A Merry Christmas 


Guess the Answer 
A snowbank. 


Night before Christmas 
Sweet, jolly, day, toe, bed, seat. 


Riddles 

1. Because it is recovered. 2. Because she is sup- 
posed to mind him. 3. The seats in Z row. 4. Be- 
cause they are long enough. 5. One is trained to 
run, and the other runs a train. 6. Make a dash 
after it. 


December, 1956 


Santa’s picture 
eems to say: 


won't be long 
Till Christmas Day.” 
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CHRISTMAS DINNER 


for Surprise 


5 was the day before Christmas, and Andy 
was as happy as a boy could be as he cleaned 
his rabbit’s hutch. He had put on his football 
shoes because the ground was slick with a 
thick sheet of sleet that glistened like silver 
under the afternoon sunlight. The cleats on 
his shoes made him sure-footed and confi- 
dent. He was whistling when he saw his 
friend Kegs coming across the yard. Kegs, 
too, was wearing football shoes to make 


Both boys followed 
the hay downhill. 
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walking easier; but there was no life in his 
step, and his whole body drooped. 

Andy locked the hutch door. When Kegs 
got near enough to talk to, Andy called mer- 
rily, ‘““What’s the matter? Are you short a 
Christmas gift for someone? Or won't you 
get any dessert tomorrow?” 

Kegs answered in an unhappy voice, “I 
finished buying my gifts a long time ago. 
They're boxed and wrapped and ready to de- 
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liver. And we'll have dessert, all right. My 
mother makes the best plum pudding in the 
world!” 

“What's the trouble then?” Andy asked. 
“You look as if you'd lost your last friend, 
but you haven't. You've still got me.” 

“It’s Surprise!” Kegs blurted. “That burro 
of mine got out of the lot last night, and I’ve 
spent all morning hunting him!” 

“Did you find him?” Andy asked anxious- 
ly, for he knew that Kegs thought a great 
deal of Surprise. If anything should be 
wrong with the little burro, Christmas would 
be ruined for Kegs. 

“Oh, I found him all right,” Kegs an- 
swered. “He's at the bottom of that big dry 
gulch on our farm. It’s deep, and the sides 
are long and steep. This sleet has made them 
slick as grease. He must have gone down 
there to keep out of the wind before the 
sleet started. And now he’s trapped there 
with nothing to eat. If he’d try to get out, 
he might slip and break a leg. And I'd slip 
if I tried to take food down to him. How can 
I be happy, stuffing myself with good things, 
when he’s down there hungry?” 

Kegs was thoroughly miserable, and Andy 
could sympathize with him. The rabbit, 
Haakan, hopped to the front of the hutch 
and thrust a quivering pink nose toward 
Andy. He rubbed it thoughtfully. He would 
be just as miserable as Kegs if his rabbit were 
trapped somewhere without food and water. 
He would keep thinking of Haakan and 
worrying about him instead of enjoying 
Christmas. 

“Can’t your father do something to help 
you?” Andy asked. 


Kegs shook his head. “He’s at Suttons’ 
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place! Something’s wrong with that valuable 
bull of theirs, and Mr. Sutton telephoned 
Dad early this morning and asked him to 
come over and take a look at the bull. When 
he left, Dad didn’t know what time he’d get 
back.” 

“My grandfather's there, too,” said Andy, 
“or I'd ask him if he’d ever got an animal 
out of a fix like this.” 

“T’ve been trying to figure some way to get 
food and water to Surprise,” Kegs admitted 
hopelessly. “But so far, no good! I need an 
airplane to fly over the gulch and drop food 
straight down, so it wouldn’t slide around 
and knock Surprise over. And an airplane is 
about the last thing I'll get!” 

Andy drummed his fingers against the 
hutch thoughtfully. As long as he could re- 
member, his grandfather had told him that 
he could solve almost any problem if he 
would work at it hard enough and long 
enough, but to be sure that the problem was 
worth while. Andy felt sure that helping 
Kegs and Surprise was worth a great deal. 

At last, he said, “Let’s go to the barn and 
get a bale of hay and a good long rope.” 

“What for?” Kegs asked uneasily. “You're 
not going to throw a bale of hay down to 
him, are you? The sides of that gulch are so 
long and steep that it would knock him off 
his feet if it hit him. If he’d fall, he could 
break a leg.” 

“I’m not sure what we'll do,” Andy said 
with an embarrassed grin, “but I’ve got an 
idea that may work if we can find a tree in 
the right place, or maybe a boulder. Anyway, 
we've got to do something, and we've got to 
take food for him with us. Hay is as good as 
anything else.” 


Kegs said eagerly, “You're a good friend, 
Andy! Will we need a sled to carry the 
hay,” 


Andy shook his head. “With all this sleet 
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on the ground, the hay will slide easily— 
maybe faster than we want it to.” 

As Kegs led the way to the gulch, the boys 
found that Andy was right. A rope tied 
around the bale of hay made it easy to pull it 
up the hills. Going down was different. They 
had to dig their cleated shoes hard against 
the sleet-covered ground to keep from being 
dragged off their feet. 

When they started down a long slope of 
pastureland where the wind had frozen the 
sleet harder than glass, Kegs slipped. Andy 
heard his cry of warning, but it was too late! 
Both Kegs’ feet shot out from under him. 
He fell, still clinging to the rope. His weight 
added to the bale of hay was too much for 
Andy. His feet slipped, too. Both boys fol- 
lowed the hay downhill at breath-taking 
speed and landed in a heap at the bottom. 

“Wow!” Kegs gasped. He scrambled to 
his feet and rubbed his bruises. “That was 
awful!” 


Andy rose and dusted bits of hay off his 


Kegs pointed to the small 
burro below them. 


shoulder that had crashed against the bale. 

“That gulch Surprise is in,” he said ques- 
tioningly, “it’s not at the bottom of a hill like 
this, is it?” 

Kegs shook his head. “Not the part where 
he is.” 

“When you found him this morning,” 
Andy warned him, “you weren’t anchored to 
a bale of hay.” 

“Right,” Kegs agreed. “That much weight 
makes a difference. We'll have to watch our 
steps.” 

Slipping and sliding, they finally reached 
the edge of the gulch. 

Kegs pointed to the small droopy-eared 
burro below them. “I guess he thought he 
was smart when he broke out of the lot last 
night and wandered off,” he said. “And he 
was just as sure that he could take care of 
himself when he picked his way down there 
to keep out of the wind.” 

“Right now,” said Andy, “he’s most likely 
wishing he were back where he belongs, 
munching hay. But I guess he’s not so differ- 
ent from people when we think we're clever 
enough to break the rules and not pay for it.” 

“Surprise!” Kegs called. “What do you 
say, old boy?” 

The burro’s ears went up, and his head 
swung around. He stretched his neck and 
gave a long heehaw of welcome. 

“He’s sure glad to see us!” Kegs ex- 
claimed. ‘“‘What do we do now?” 

Andy was already studying the rim of the 
gulch, noticing every boulder, shrub, and 
tree. 

“This maple ought to help us a lot,” he 
said as he led the way to a sturdy old tree 
that stood close to the edge. “We'll loop 
the rope around the trunk so the hay can’t 
drag us after it. Then we can let it down as 

fast or as slowly as we like. Ready?” 

With everything in place, the boys began 
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lowering the hay. Sometimes it slid smoothly 
over the rocks; sometimes it bumped and 
jumped, standing on end and twisting dizzily. 

“Without this rope and the tree to brake 
the drop,” Kegs puffed, “that bale could 
knock Surprise flat.” 

Andy nodded. “It’s good the rocks are 
frozen to the ground,” he said. “If they 
weren't, we'd send an avalanche of them on 
him, too.” 

It took all their strength and skill to con- 
trol the load on its downward course over 
the slick sides of the gulch; but, at last, the 
big bale came safely to rest at the burro’s 
feet. 

Surprise drew a long breath, taking in the 
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tantalizing odor of the hay. He touched it 
with a questioning forefoot. Then, lowering 
his head, he began tearing at the hay with 
his strong teeth, loosening it little by little. 


“He's all set for a good dinner, thanks to 
you, Andy!” Kegs said gratefully. “And I'll 
see that your grandfather gets a bale of hay 
from us as soon as this sleet melts. Thanks a 
million for being so smart!” 


Andy put a friendly hand on Kegs’ 
shoulder. “Maybe I’m like Surprise; maybe 
I’m not so smart, after all. But we'll try to 
figure out a way to get water to Surprise if 
the sleet doesn’t melt so he can get out of 
there soon. Anyway, we'll both have a better 
Christmas, knowing he’s not hungry.” 
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CHRISTMAS ANGELS, STARS, AND SANTAS 


Vow know how much fun it is to make a 
streamer of paper doll cutouts! It’s just as 
much fun to make streamers of Christmas 
angels, stars, and Santas. 

Fold paper so all your dolls will be the 
same size. Outline one half of the angel, star, 
or Santa and cut very carefully. You may use 
colored construction paper or white paper. If 
you use white, color your streamers very care- 
fully. Sprinkle gold dust on the stars and 
paste a wee bit of cotton on Santa. 

You may make a circle of the little figures 


BY REGINA SAURO 


by taping or gluing the end ones together 
(Fig. 1). If you do this, color both the front 
and the back of the strips. These figures 
make a gay group around a Christmas candle 
or a dish of candy or nuts. 

You may stand your figures up in a row 
(Fig. 2) on your Christmas tree or hang 
them across doorways or on your front door. 

Or you may separate each figure and hang 
them one above the other (Fig. 3). Use 
string or cellophane tape to hold them. Then 
tie them on the front door, along the side 
of a doorway, or on the mantel. 


TUBE CHRISTMAS TREE 
ORNAMENTS 
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Sw a tube such as wax paper or paper 
towels come on into one-inch pieces. Paint 
the pieces with poster paints or water colors. 
Let the paint dry thoroughly. 

Arrange the painted pieces according to 
the pattern of the ornament you wish to 
make. The pieces used to make the star and 
the flame for the candle should be pressed 
flat. When they rebound they will have an 
oval shape. Put a drop of household cement 
or glue at each point where the pieces touch 
one another and let dry. Glue a pretty bead 
such as those that come in strings for the 
Christmas tree in the center of each tube. 

Tie a double thread through the top tube 
and put an ornament hanger on the end of 
the thread. Now, your ornaments are ready 
to hang on your Christmas tree. 
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STAND-UP REINDEER 


BY M. MABLE LUNZ 


Beno up one end of each of two 12-inch 
pipe cleaners. Now put five large shiny beads 
on each. Then twist the two pipe cleaners to- 
gether to make the deer’s front legs. Put six 
more large beads on each pipe cleaner for 
the body and twist again. Add five more 
beads on each for the back legs and turn up 
ends to hold the beads. 


(Turn to inside back cover) 


CUTOUT DEER FOR CHRISTMAS 


BY LOIS LARSON 


A VERY charming little cutout deer can be 


made easily. Trace the diagrams and make 
your patterns. Then cut them out of heavy 


BACK LEGS 
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brown construction paper. Make slits where 
indicated in diagram, so the pieces can be as- 
sembled. 

This little deer can be used as a part of a 
centerpiece or mantel decoration or as a little 
figurine. Or it would be nice to make several 
to go with a sleigh. 
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Christmas Tree Alight 
By Ila Lewis Funderburgh 


We've the loveliest Christmas tree this 
year; 

It’s on the lawn, but very near. 

After dark when I went to see 

The shining beauty of our tree, 

There under branches deep and green 

Was the sweetest sight I’ve ever seen! 


By a bulb that glowed like a red, red 
rose, 

A chickadee warmed his chilly toes, 

Then fluffed his feathers and hid his 
head 

And went to sleep in his nice, warm 


bed. 


When I awoke late in the night 

And saw the spruce tree still alight, 

I snuggled down, happy because I 
knew 

The chickadee had a warm place too. 
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Axel and the Tomte 


(Continued from page 7) 


think the tomte is out there, Far?” 

Uncle Gunnar took them on his lap. “For 
many, many years Swedish boys and girls 
have fancied they hear tiny footsteps in the 
stable,” he said gently. “I, myself, heard 
strange noises when I was a lad.” 

Axel found it impossible to eat all the 
good things Aunt Sena had prepared for the 
Christmas supper. But he ate and ate. 

“Save room for the risgryns grét (rice 
pudding—pronounced résgréns grot),” said 
Anna. “That is the best part of all. Some- 
one will find an almond in his dish. You 
might be the lucky one, Axel.” 

After supper Uncle Gunnar whisked Axel 
and Leif out to the barn. “Hurry into your 
tomte suit,” he urged. “The little ones are 
fairly bursting with eagerness. They will 
think you boys are helping me with the 
chores.” 

Axel reached for the suit. Then he sud- 
denly backed away. 

“Please, let Leif be the tomte,” he begged. 
“I really don’t know much about being an 
elf.” 

Uncle Gunnar looked at him thoughtfully. 
“So you guessed, did you?” he asked. “Well, 
Leif, you don’t have to pretend any longer.” 

Leif tried to argue; but he sounded so half- 
hearted that they all laughed. Uncle Gunnar 
and Axel helped Leif into the suit and fas- 
tened his beard in place. 

The tomte flung a sack of gifts over his 
shoulder and scampered toward the house. 

“That was a fine thing you did,” said 
Uncle Gunnar. “Leif had looked forward 
to being the tomte.” 

From behind a tree, Axel and his uncle 
watched Leif tap at the door and disappear 
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inside the house. Shrieks of laughter and 
excitement came from the lighted room. 

A short time later the two boys and Uncle 
Gunnar joined the rest of the family. 

“You missed the tomte, but he left pres- 
ents for you,” Helga announced importantly. 

Everybody opened his gifts and marveled 
that the tomte had known just what he 
wanted. 

“The present I liked the best was not 
wrapped in Christmas paper,” Leif said 
softly. “Thank you, Axel.” 

Axel knew that his cousin meant the fun 
of being the tomte. 

“Merry Christmas!” he said happily. 

“God jul! (Good yule)” said Leif. 


Timmy’s Talking Wreath 
(Continued from page 13) 


Timmy held up his wreath. Mr. Hank 
opened the door; then he sniffed the pine- 
woods smell of Timmy’s wreath. 

“Just a minute, Timmy,” Mr. Hank said. 
“Til turn on the light for a good look.” 

So Mr. Hank turned on the porch light, 
and he looked and looked. Mr. Hank began 
to smile, and Timmy felt like one great-big 
merry Christmas. 

“It’s the most beautiful wreath I’ve ever 
seen,” Mr. Hank said. 

Timmy looked at Mr. Hank’s bare win- 


dows, and suddenly he had an idea! He 
sniffed his wreath one more time. M-m-m-m. 
It did smell good. Then he handed it to Mr. 
Hank. “Put it in your window, Mr. Hank,” 
Timmy said. “Then, everybody who goes by 
your house will know Christmas is coming!” 

“Thank you, Timmy,” Mr. Hank said. 
And when he took the wreath, he handled 
it just as carefully as Timmy had carried it. 
Timmy liked that. 

“You're welcome,” said Timmy. 

“Merry Christmas!” Mr. Hank called, as 
Timmy walked back down the walk and 
through the gate and up the street toward 
home. 

When Timmy looked back over his 
shoulder, Mr. Hank was still standing there, 
with the wreath in his hand. 

Mother was waiting at the window when 
Timmy ran up the steps. 

“Mother!” Timmy cried, “now, everybody 
knows Christmas is coming. My wreath told 
them so!” 

“I guess that makes it a talking wreath!” 
Johnny teased. Then he asked, “Hey, where 
is your wreath?” 

“I gave it to Mr. Hank,” Timmy said. 

Mother hugged Timmy. ‘Now you know 
that sharing with others is the real meaning 
of Christmas,” she said. And Timmy knew 
just what she meant. 

“Merry Christmas, EVERYBODY!” he 
shouted before he shut the door. 


end YOU to TEEN-AGERS 2 


SCHOOL 


WOF CHRISTIANITY 
LEE‘S SUMMIT, MISSOURI 


I inclose $1 to send YOU magazine for one year as my Christmas gift to: 


MY 
@ NAME NAME 
Street Street 
City State City 
Please indicate postal zone number, if cities are so divided. W-12-56 
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BY JOANNE ALTON RIORDAN 
Merry Christmas Cookies 


( favorite time of the year has almost arrived—the 
happy Christmas season! Would you like to learn how 

to make some yummy cookies? You can cut them into fancy 
shapes and hang them on your Christmas tree, or you can 
give some of them to your friends. Here is the recipe: 
Cream: Add: 

1/3 cup soft shortening 1 egg 

1/; cup brown sugar 2/, cup molasses 
Sift together and stir in: 1 tsp. salt 

2 3, cups sifted flour 2 tsp. cinnamon 

1 tsp. soda 1 tsp. ginger 


After the ingredients are mixed thoroughly, chill the 
dough for several hours in the refrigerator. Then take the 
dough from the refrigerator and roll it into a ball. Flatten it 
with your hands on a floured board. With a rolling pin, roll 
the dough out until it is 14 inch thick. With cooky cutters, 
cut the dough in shapes of Christmas trees, stars, wreaths, 
bells, or animals. Place the cookies 1 inch apart on a lightly 
greased baking sheet. Bake in preheated oven at 375° for 
eight to ten minutes. This recipe makes about five dozen 
cookies. 

When the cookies are cool, ice and decorate them. Mix 
two cups of powdered sugar and a few drops of cream to- 
gether with a fork, adding cream a drop or two at a time 
until the icing is of spreading consistency. Divide icing into 
two or three batches. Add different flavorings and food color- 
ings to each batch. 

You may cover star cookies with white icing and sprinkle 
with blue sugar. Wreaths and trees may be sprinkled with 
green sugar after they are iced. Bells look pretty when they 
are outlined with red icing, and animals can be given colored 
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Table Blessing 


By Florence Gresham 


Thanks, dear God, 
For daily bread 
And for a roof 
Above my head. 


collars, bows, or bridles made 
of icing. 

Have fun making your 
Christmas cookies! And, of 
course, you'll clean up the 
kitchen for Mommy when 
you've finished, won’t you? 

Merry Christmas to you! 


THE PRAYER 


OF FAITH 
(Adapted) 


God is my help in every 
need; 

God does my every hunger 
feed; 

God dwells within me, 
guides my way 

Through every moment, 
night and day. 


I now am wise, I now am 
true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 

All things I am, can do, and 


be, 
Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 


Wee Wisdom 


A 


COOKING FUN 


Wren jolly old Santa Claus opens his 
pack on Christmas Eve, we hope that he 
reaches into it and pulls out an attractive 
package of new stamps for you. We hope 
also that in the package are a great many 
pretty pictorial stamps of all kinds that will 
add many colorful hues to your collection 
when you place the stamps on the pages of 
your album. 


Most of us who live in the Northern 
Hemisphere will be enjoying winter sports 
at Christmas time. The cold, crisp weather 
enables us to go ice skating and ice boating. 
But many people who live in tropical areas 
of the world never see snow or ice. Their 
lakes and ponds are never frozen over, and 
their rivers are always open for boats. 

This month we are picturing three interest- 
ing kinds of boats that you would see if you 
were spending your Christmas vacation 
traveling in Asia, Africa, and the South Pa- 
cific. 


The Burma stamp shows an odd-looking 
Burmese river cargo boat on the Irrawaddy 
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Our Stamp Collectors 


By Roland Rexroth 


River. The boat is shaped very much like a 
half-moon, with one end jutting out of the 
water much higher than the other. Looks like 
it might be a little dangerous to ride in, does 
it not? 


The Gilbert and Ellice Islands stamp 
shows an outrigger canoe being lifted by an 
ocean wave across a coral reef. This kind of 
canoe has attached to its side a framework 
that looks very much like a water ski. This 
outrigger, as it is called, keeps the canoe 
from capsizing when the water is rough. 


The stamp from French West Africa 
(Afrique Occidentale Francaise) shows a 
much larger kind of canoe, called a trading 
canoe, on the Niger River. As you can judge 
from the size of the men holding the long 
poles, this canoe must be some thirty or more 
feet long. It is loaded with merchandise and 
supplies, and perhaps with mail sacks. It may 
even be carrying Christmas gifts for the peo- 
ple in that distant land. 

May each of you have a joyous Christmas 
vacation and a merry philatelic Christmas! 
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“THIS.IS 


SQUANTO 
Designed by Kathy Gordon 
Redrawn for Wegstall 


If you are under 13 years of age, you may submit your drawing of a doll and its 
wardrobe. A letter from a parent or teacher stating that your work is original must 
accompany your drawing. 
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THE RIGMT GIFT FOR YOUR TEEN-ACE FRIENDS 


When you choose Christmas gifts for any teen-age boy or girl, be sure 
to remember You magazine. Y ou is chock-full of exciting stories and fas- 
cinating articles to help teen-agers every day. These are some of the features 
that appear in the December issue to introduce your gift subscriptions: 
“That Little Something Extra,’ by Margaret Hill, tells about a girl 
named Joany and the four-year-old boy who almost ruined Joany’s reputa- 
tion as a baby sitter. “How Are Your Christmas Manners?” by Jody Jack- 
son, discusses wrapping gifts, addressing and mailing cards, and doing 
other Christmas duties on time. The article “Christmas Around the World,” 
by Anobel Armour, tells many interesting things about Christmas in other 
lands. And in part two of the serial “Paul Conroy and the Stranger,” Paul 
learns what it was that made the strange cry in the night. “Are You Going 
Home?” by Annie Laurie Von Tungeln; “Runners and Prizes,” by Aylesa 
Forsee (about prize-winning athletes); “Helpful Tips for Certain Types,” 
by Helen L. Renshaw; and “A Valuable Asset,” by Janet Hall, are also ap- 
pearing this month. 
A year’s subscription for You is only $1, and there is a coupon in this 
issue on which to order one subscription. Have Mother or Dad help you 
make out your order on the coupon, or on a separate sheet if you need more 


space. Send it right away to: 
MAGAZINE 


| | Lee’s Summit, Missouri 


(The Teen-Ager’s Best Friend) 


Stand-Up Reindeer 


(Continued from page 37) 


The tail is made of three small beads on 
a small piece of pipe cleaner that is twisted 
on above the back legs. 

The neck is made of one 6-inch pipe 
cleaner, folded in half and twisted on above 
the front legs. 

For the head, put two large beads, then 
three small ones, then two more large ones 
on a 6-inch pipe cleaner. Twist above the 
beads. Then twist this around neck, about 
one inch above the legs. Straighten ends of 
pipe cleaner left on head and neck and put 


on as many small beads as will fit, for antlers. 
Fold another 6-inch pipe cleaner in half and 
twist under the head, over, and across. Fill 
ends with small beads and bend them to 
complete antlers. 


Little Leonard hated being washed, so his 
mother said: ““Now, come along like a good 
little boy. Just look what a nice clean face 
even the clock has.” 

“Yes,” grumbled Leonard, ‘‘but it has two 
black hands!” 


ITS 


to order this wonderful gift for your friends 
for Christmas! Wee Wisdom is one present 
you know they will like! Your friends’ sub- 


scriptions will start with this very issue— 


mailed in time to reach them for Christmas 


if you send their names in quickly. They 
will enjoy these special Christmas stories as 
much as you do. Wee Wisdom 


will bring your friends a re- 


membrance’from you 12. times 


a year—only $2 for a whole a) 


year of fun! 


Christmas Gift Order Form 
‘Wee Wisdom 


LEE SUMMIT. MISSOURI! 


| enclose $2. Please send WEE WISDOM as my Christmas gift to: 


“Wee Wisdomi 


Lee’s Summit, Missouri 
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